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•'You put up seventy-five thousand. I 
■natch It. Share and share alike. That 
It?" i 

"In a nutshell." asseverated the Eng¬ 
lishman. 

"FineI I'm on!" replied Mr. Carter 
promptly. "How about that twenty. 
Harry? Egg In mare's nest. Ready to 
hatch. What?" Charley put the ques¬ 
tion with a sly grin. 

“Gad. I've lost'” exclaimed lxird Lyn- 
ham. He handed over the amount In 
merry mood, and led the way back Into 
the parlor. As he entered, the ladles 
regarded him attentively. 

"Mr. Carter and I have agreed to buy 
the Titian Jointly." he announced. 

"Cash!" exploded Mrs. Kingsley. 

Lynham smiled good-humoredly, and 
looked at Charley. 

"Sure." said Mr. Carter. "Anything to 
oblige." 

"As you say." assented t.ynham. "To¬ 
morrow. then, at II o'clock-" 

"Make it 1." requested Mr. Carter. 
"Got to go to the liank. Downtown." 

"At I. then. Mrs. Kingsley." amended 
III* lordship, "we shall be pi 
conclude the matter." 

"On the dot." asserted Charle 
lunch in my rooms to celebrate, 
live of us—no more. I'll send a 
Bring the picture with you 
Harry?" 

"Eh? What?" lx»rd Lynhai 
to be somewhat perturbed. "I i 
Ing we'd better come here. 


ICotsnght. 1915.1 

M B PERCIVAL TEETERS, known 
also to fame as Merciful Skeeters. 
Come-on Charley's private secre¬ 
tary. was In the billiard room of the 
Hotel Rireblen doing a little practicing 
st French caroms. As he now made a 
neat round-the-table shot some one 
spoke—some on* who had come In quiet¬ 
ly from the bar and approached the 
table. 

"By Jove, clever!" 

The speaker pronounced It "rlevah." 
and Mr. Teettrs looked at him. He was 
* young man. possibly thirty-two or 
three. 

"Not so slfcw." Mr Teeters acknowi- 
• dged graciously. "l.lke to shoot a few ’", 
The other fcughed, 

"Oh. dear, no' I'm not in your class, 
really. But 3 know good billiards when 
I see 'em That shot now—the wav 
you've left fern—how about It? Carom 
on the red What?" 

Mr. Teeter- shook his head Indul¬ 
gently. "'thlle.'* he said. "Dollar I 
wore." 

The young man smiled and laid a paper 
dollar on ti- rail. Mr. Teeters covered 
It with twg halves and then. In the act ( 
of drawing luck his cue. he paused in 
open wondfr. 

With a dfxterou* twist of the wrist the. 
Stranger flipped a monocle on l!> ' 

silken ribbon into the grasp of linger | 
and thumb and screwed it In his eye 1 
The prieceding was novel to that gen-I 
tlcman's Experience, and it fascinated I 
him H.-hesitated a fatal second longer! 
and to'feed! And It was a perfectly] 


know. 1 shipped them home yesterday 
to Everaole Castle." 

And thus. In the most natural way In 
the world. Is-gan Mr. Carter** acquaint¬ 
ance with a delightfully democratic 
nobleman. 


terious. MV. Carter, peeping out Into 
the sitting-room from hi* bedroom dooi. 
wes lorn between native modesty and 
the desire for Information; for h.- was In 
hi* birthday suit, having stepped trick¬ 
ling from his bath at the secretary's 
hail. 

••It's a lady. Coroe-On. 

Teeters. 

Charley's eye* kindled 

'Say! By George!" he whispered with 
unnecessary caution. "Hold her. Skeet¬ 
ers-" 

Charley disappeared, and Mr. Teeters 
addressed himself to the fair one at the 
other end of the wire. When Mr. Carter, 
attired In *llp|*er* ami bathrobe, came 
sprinting through the door not thirty 
seconds later. Mr. Teeters was arising 
from the telephone. There wns an air of 
repressed excitement about him. 

"It's all over." he announced. 

Mr Carter stared at hi* secretary. 

"What do you mean?" He demanded. 

"Mean?" retorted Mr. Teeters. "Why 
you ^id me are going round to Tortonl's 
tearooms on the Avenue and ask for 
Miss Vera Kingsley She wants to talk 
about a picture to us—an 'oil ' lia. ha!" 
Mr. Teeters simulated mirth with ihc 
engaging expression of a man with the 
toothache. "She must have seen u.‘ with 
Harry Lynhatl). Said she'd look for us 
at 1 o'clock—and rang off with me alt- 
ling there like a dam frozen In the mud. 
Extrorncry! What?" 

"Gee"' said Charley. "And it s half 
past twelve'" 

•He leaped hack into hi* btdrocm Mr 
Teeter* heard him pulling out drawers 
and slamming them shut, and giving 
other Indications of a hurried toilet. 


proclaimed Mr. 


•■Sir!" exclaimed Miss Kingsley. She 
had wheeled, swiftly, and was haughtily 
regarding the nobleman. 

It was like a scene Horn a well-acted 
I la.v—the beautiful heroine spuming the 
polished viilian. Charley looked at both 
of them. It wns a quick glance from one 
to the other out of Inscrutable haxel eyes. 
Then he said quietly 
"I rake that bet. I 
1 a surprise 


"Money talks'" he clamored. "Ten 
thousand dollar* for the option till Sat¬ 
urday three days!" 

"Mr*. Kingsley." pleaded the director, 
"civic pride should dictate 

And I can safely 


preference 


He drew from an Inner pocket a hill- for the Art Museum 
book, and counted out from It ten notes promise you two hundred and fifty thou- 
of one hundred dollars ei^h. These he sand dollars for this Titian!" 
handed over to Mrs. Kingsley. "Bnh"' Imrkod Mr. Hopkins. "Sena- 

"I ihlnk yon -will llnd the amount cor- tor Park—you know hint, the Soap King 
reel." he said. —will give three hundred thousand. 

Hardly had he pronounced the word* nere's ten that says so"' 
when i knock was given at the door. "Gentlemen!" 

Mis* Kingsley ni-cned It. and Mr. Hop- Vera Kingsley's voice rang out Imperl- 

klns entered. With him was an elderly ously. and the tumult ceased, 
gentleman of n scholarly appearnn.-e. "| say. you chaps." spoke ur l-ord 

aiay haired and gray' bearded. l-ord l.yntiani lazily. "You are making a 

l.ynhatn raised hi* monocle and glared deuced row. you know, over a dead dog 
at him. I harp rn to hold the option on this 

"By Jove—Hendricks!" he cried, and he palming mi self." 
w ell! -lip to this is rson and grasped his A moan escaped Mrs. Kingsley. 


Harry. Going to get 
Come on dow n. I sent for a 

car." 

He led the way. and there was the 
ghost of a grin hovering on his lips as he 
punched the elevator call 1 ** 11 . 

"Hay. Harry." In- remarked. "Bet you 
buy the picture. Hundred even ' 

"Done!" laughed l.ynham. "And you 
might as well ppy up now. old lop. 
Haven't 1 told you that lin stone broke?" 

The house was u tin* neighborhood of 
Stityyesaf|| S«*iarc It was a relic of a 
forgotten resid.nl"il era, and hiti fallen 
Into sticji a sorry state of decayed gen¬ 
tium that If It • *oul.l it would, no doubt, 
have been ashani d of itself. 

Miss Kingsley nude no a|>olog> for this 
dismal establishment a* they drove up 
to It She condurted the party Into Ihe 
front parlor and Introduced them to ln-r 
niotu.-r. 

"Tnl* is the picture," said Miss Kings¬ 
ley. coming at once to Ihe matter In 
hand. 

Bhe Indicated a canvas hanging In a 


Little 


" he 
Miss 


or. 

no*. 


secretary found the place a desert of 
empty tables. Bui a demure little maid 
in a Switching apron conducted them to 
| a small room off to one side where sat 
i the lady at whose unconventional behest, 
they were come. 

She regarded them steadily from a pair 
of blue-gray* eyes. 

"This Is kind of you." she said simply. | 
ar.d with a grave smile. 

"Glad I'm here." responded Charlev I 
earnestly, and Mr. Teeters mumbled 
something intended to express his own 
delight at llnding himself present. 

He had. In fart, passed Instantly under 
the spell of the girl's beauty. She was 
tail and splendidly founded Her fral- 
iiies were l"e chiseled marble, and her, 
hair might have been spt# from the red 
gold of Ophir. 

"You are not strangers to me by sight," | 
Miss King-ley informed them when they* 
were seated. "But may 1 not pour you i 
some tea. Mr. Carter—and you, Mr. 
T-eters?" 

There was a tiny samovar before her. [ 
Hnd the fashionable tools appertaining! 
lo it. 

"Thanks." said chacrley. "Good drink. 1 
lea." ! 

"I was weaned on It." stated Mr. 
Teeters, coming out of his trance In a 
hurst of lightsome humor. 

Miss Kingsley rewarded him with a low 
laugh, like the tinkle of silver bells, sad 
busied herself with the cups and r/u- 
cent. 

"It is because you are friends of laird 
T.vnham." she explained, "that I ven¬ 
tured to request this Interview, and I'm 
sure you wil| forgive me when I have 
put my case I simply want you to help 
me sell a picture to Viscount Lynham.'' 

said Charley, and look- 


fl< hnd a way of speaking that was 
winning, and Mr Teeters warmed to 
him despite 111 - loss. 

"Thanks Can't go the heavy wet this 
Pine of day. hut I don't mind lapping up 
.a dish of suds." 

Righto!" cheerfully acquiesced the 
other, and held out his hand. "My name 
Is llairv l.ynham." He smiled whimsi¬ 
cally "Viscount l.ynham they call me 
at home. My father Is the Karl of Evrr- 


Lord l.ynham. It acemed. had encoun¬ 
tered the ladles at the entrance of the 
Hotel Rireblen. He escorted them up to 
Mr. Carter's apartments, and almost im¬ 
mediately they were followed by a por¬ 
ter staggering under the Titian. 

"You'Ve had It boxed'" Charley ex¬ 
claimed. . 

"I was afraid something might happen 
to It.” explained Miss Kingsley. "It Is 
not Insured." 

"Walt. Jim." called Charley to the por¬ 
ter. who was leaving. "Want you to 
open this." 

"I sav. old chap, don't you think we'd 
belter leave It as It Is?" Lynham sug¬ 
gested. 

"It would save you trouble." remarked 


Mr Teeters took the extended hand 
and breathed hard. 

"My name." he rnumhled. "is Teeters— 
IVrelval Teeters." 

"Teeters'" questioned laird Harry 
l.ynham eagerly "Not hv any happy 
chance the friend and companion of Mr. 
Charles Arthur Carter' Eh?" 

"I'm It." confessed Mr. Teeters, flat¬ 
tered to And himself in surh renown. 

"My dear fellow' I say. I'm charmed, 
you know!" exclaimed his lordship "I've 
read a lot aioiut you and Mr. Carter. 
That Brahma’s Eve affair What? Most 


pine-board harking It splintered, and 
he ripped the pieces off until the canvas 
was revealed. 

"A Titian, hey?" repeated Mr. Ball 
"Look at this'" He pointed to a purple 
brand Imprinted on the rheap cloth—and 
he had taken a long chance on llnding 
It on this i-articular cut from the holt. 
•’ 'Gainesville Cotton Mills.' " he read 
out "Huh! Maybe 1 don't know a 
Titian when 1 see It. but I've got a 
hunch that old guy never bought his 
calico In Georgia four hundred years 
ago," 

"Gollamigbty!" croaked Mr. Teeters. 


"Jim lives on trouble." grinned Char¬ 
ley. ''Eat* It. And I want to see the 
picture again." 

"Oh, have It as you wish." *ald Via- 
count l.ynham. 

Mr. Teeters helped the porter lift the 
Titian from the box. Charley placeS a 
chair to one side, faciug the windows, 
and on this they se! the painting. The 
shades were high, and the light fell full 
upon It. 

"That will do. Jim." said Charley. He 
tossed a silver dollar to the man. who 
ducked his head and slipped out, 

"Stay. Come On." cried Mr. Teeters, who 
had taken up a position before the pic¬ 
ture. "This 'Lady of the Loadyer' was 
a gay young skirt all right—I'll bet a 
hat on It." 

Charley wen! and stood beside him. 

"It's the light. I guess." he said grave¬ 
ly. "Shows It up better." He studied 
the canvas with an absorbed air. "When 
did you aay It was painted. Harry?" he 


"Say." he begged.'"wait a minute and 
IT! get Charley. He's Just as Interesting 

as I am." 

When Mr Teeters returned with hi* 
chief a man was standing at the table 
talking to Lord Lynham. His attitude 
uas deferential, almost obsequious, l-ord . 
l.ynham l.ioked plainly bored Charley "Oh. that's It'" 

. hrrked M* Teeters, snd they hung back | [.** " r - Teeter*, 

near the door. The conversation reach- i "Is It—Is It ask 
-d them nevertheless, and they listened; tioned the girl. 


"Pas* that money back"' hissed Lyn¬ 
ham. Jumping for Mr. Carter. 

Charley sidestepped him. The banknote* 
were In hla i*ieket. and nis coat was hut- 
toned over them. 

"Don't make me hit you. Harry- 
begged. "I've rather liked you. 
hate to mus* you up. 


ha 

and I'd 
It was a gamble 
whether you'd get my money or I'd get 
yours. You started It. Take your medi¬ 
cine." 

l-ord I.ynhatn's hand shot back to his 
hip pocket, but Mr. Ball was a hit ahead 
of him. He poked an automatic at his 
lordship, and remarked airily: 

"No use. old top. I'll make a sieve look 
as solid a* a dinner plate compared to 
the way you'll look If you're hunting 
trouble. Why. T-ondon Harry.* I knew 
It was you the minute Charley told me 
this morning what was doing. There's 
a finish to your work thni puts the other 
con men In the raw-material class. 

"And by the way. dear old chap, the 
house detective Is standing at the door. 
Which would you prefer-tn walk out 
quietly, for th.* ladles' sake, or all- of 
you take a ride down to Mulberry street? 
The ride would make better reading for 
the Scream, but Charley seems to lean 
to the walkout What do you say?" 

London Harry, being a philosopher, ac¬ 
cepted the situation without parley 
"Thanks, my good fellow." he drawled, 
returning to hi* character "Mr Car¬ 
ter's way is less completions and on the 
whole more agreeable. I fancy." 

"Possibly Mr. Carter will rermlt us to 
take our leave at once?" hinted Miss 
Kln«sle>. Ami she smiled on charlev 
with the sweetness of a #*rwnlf haring 
Its fangs. 

"Sure." said Charley cordially. "Sorry, 
though, you won't stav to lunch Somo 
other time perhapf-nt Tortonl's." 

_ "Or elsewhere." the girl rejoined, with 

s Mrs. Kingsley, and ■ slow nodding of her handsome head 
e lous. which portended III for Mr. Carter should 

intlnued Charley, try- "'ey meet again 

is appropriate expres- But he only laugh'd, and going to the 
lake*. Can't afford to door drew- It open. 

If Hendricks doesn't "If, all right. Tom." he assured the 
. , „ man outside. "Nothing doing," He tum- 

r „. y !' yn ' ed to Lynham n« the detective ironed 

And beside*. I have away. "By George! Didn't we Have a 
bet up. Harry? You said you'd buy the 
’. >0 “ c * n , "l*"** picture—a hundred even? Sure you did. 
'Ul* *w b i * h l y ' Lor ?! "And you're going to do It. Can't die¬ 
ms Bond or course. „ ppo | nl ,h* ladies. Walt a minute. I'll 
.m .. n * I*-" H ** Battened I.ynhatn's prom- 

me a million, wnats | 6Bory against tho wall and indorsed 

, . It. "There yon are. Mrs. Kingsley." he 

replied Charley. ir f r |^, forcing the paper Into the lady's 

. .her*, -.IK .T..™, honfl* "Payable to your order 

i short «IUt a burnt of QooJ „„ K „|,i. y ou said It was. and I? 
f orgetful. evidently of |wy> for , he flohyan. I'll send It around 
, promise to ahaiwthe IO y ou Harry. You can mall me your 
check for the hundred Any old time. 
-fliT——_ , * t Good-by-good lurk-and regards to Mr 

Hendrick*." 

Charley stepped back Into the room 
with Mr. Ball. Mr. Teeter* still sat 
■lumped In hla chair like a hag of wet 

sawdust. 

'Tome-On. I wouldn't 'a' believed It!" 
he lamented In a hollow voice. 


Tlie viscount made an Impatient move- "O 
tnem. and his tone wns mocking when •>'- 
It- replied. knot 

"IJcnlly? I fancied that was a secret "O 
and. d'ye know, I miner think it is in Chat 
olte of vour assurance No doubt you "B 
have private Information of the prlcwT Kitil 
paid for the Melssonnler, ahd the Rem- must 
brand!, and the others. Eh'" "H 

"My lord." reloined the other mildly, frow 
I am concerned only with this Corot at j "Y 
present Judge Hewlett has commission- 'elot 

e.i me to offer vou —" Ly«l 

"Oh, confound inar Judge Hewlett!" •"* li 
broke In Lynham fretfully "I tell you. j ten I 

rrtv good fellow-" He Slopped short.* "Tt 

for he had caught a glimpse. It seemed, j "" 
of Mr. Teeters and Charley. I desp 

"Come right over, gentlemen," he call- 'hon 
e.l nut. and arose to welcome them. how 

"I say." said Cliarli' when his serre- >» * 
t»ry had Introduce.! him. "Don't want he s 
to hut! in. Business first. Pleasure aft -, Shi 
reward." | »"PP 

"Prav sit ilow ii." Tscrd Lynham en- rise 
1 reeled him "It Is not hutdness. this af-: and 
fair—It's n h«ll» bore. You've come In j cneri 
the nirk of time, my dear -hap," H* "Ti 
turned to the man. who was tenaciously. ] gel 
though respectfully, holding his ground. | Hole 
-Mr-ah-“ him 

"Hopkins." supplied that person. • Ml.* 

"Sly good Mr. Hopkins." said his lord- j was 
hie with ./net Irony, "you and your! him 
-l\ty thousand dollars mas go to the, I ail 
devil for II of me This Is IlnHl you un- i came 

• lef-stond—quite so." j of th 

"In that case, my lord." relumed Mr. Mr 
Hopkins, suave a* oxer, "there Is nothing ship, 
toft for me In do hut go." i sente 

And h« went- ) "Ol 

"That bounder Hopkins gets on my: wav, 
nerves." complained the viscount, half] hono 
humorously. "Do either of you. by the; you. 
way. happen lo go In for oils?" ! "Tt 

• "What kind?" naked Mr. Teeter*. | edlv. 

"Thera s hair old. olive oil and Standard | reply 

D||" J "I . , 

He wns quite In earnest, and Lord Lyn- esled," he rejoined. ' Charley's hand was In hi* pocket, He 

ham answered him with equal gravity. I "But. Hurry," Interposed Mr. Teeters. Jingled the loose change there—almosl 

"We're talking at odds, old rhap. I "she's got a—a-What did you say It suggestively. It might have been linng- 

•neau nil paintings, like that hanging, was?" he, asked Miss Kingsley. Ined- snd inquired. "Going to buy It. 

ever th. bar there" ] "Tlsh something." prompted Charley Harry?" 

H«' That nood stuff?" Mr. Teeters, Lynupm lost his hold on his glass, and Viscount Lynham looked worried, 

earkitd playfully. "Oh. T guess yes; we seemed to have difficulty In Hndlng It. "If 1 can manage it. I've sunk a good 

in f*w oils all right.'* "It i» a Titian. l-ord l.ynham." said hit. you know. In pictures lately. I'll 

-Sure,' grmned Charley. "Know a lot th* young woman, directing her words tlr.d out what her figure Is." 
about ar. Much as knitting habv socks." to that nobleman in what one might He crossed over to Miss Kingsley, who 
' Ah ye*, to he sure." said Lynham. have fancied wqs almost a tone of re- was now standing by her mother's 
nodding appreciation of Ihe Joke. “Oth- buke. "It has been In our family over chair. 

c- interests, of course. Well, for myself, fifty years." "1 tender my apologies." he sold to 

I run a hit to art-something of a sharp "Eh? What? Oh. to be sure! You her quietly. "It I* a Titian, if I am any 

a! u. ihrv tell me—and I've managed to mentioned that In >our communications Judge. The question resolves Itself slmp- 
rlck up several rare pictures over here to me.” said the viscount. "But come ly to one of price. If It Is within rca- 
al a bargain. This fellow Hopkins seems now; a real Titian? Oh. I sav! All the son-" 

t* have learned about It. and he's be'en Titians on this side are accounted for. "One hundred and fifty thousand dol- 
hnusdlng m- lo sell 'em. He's an agent. Outside the galleries there are but two." lars is Ihe price, my lord.” All's Klncs- 
o* I understand It, for some of your mill- "Ours." the young woman answered ley named the amount wltlwcareful dls- 
tl millionaires. If I had listened to him him steadily. "Is the third." tinctness. 

t suppose I .ould have cleaned up eighty She turned away, and Charley spoke! "Cash!" supplemented her mother with 


went 

after- 


returned Charley 


A Titian, hey?" repeated Mr. Ball 


r.nuir near Ihe door. Il ws* Ihe por¬ 
trait *1 n woman. It was assuredly very 
old. if a general nmrklness of ton- 
counted for anything. The light on the 
painting was exe.-rshle. but la*r*l Lyn¬ 
ham made no comment. He went over 
ami stood before II. Ills class In his eve. 
Charley and Mr. Teeters ranged them¬ 
selves behind him. 

"Dandy frame. I'ome-Dn." 

Mr. Teeters. 

"Bully." agreed Mr, i arter 

Lord Lynham fa-ed about, 
lo be stirred from hla usual self com¬ 
mand. 

"Eh. 1 say. hoys' Come over here hy 
the window, will you"" he requested. 
And when they had followed him he 


" the girl reminded him with mock- 
in li-r tone. 

lad' I was a bally ass!" confeased 
lordship. "Charley, Percy, come over 
*' Mrs. Kingsley, let me present to 
Mr. George Hendricks, director of 
Manhattan Art Museum. And. Hen¬ 


ri lated. "Percy. 
Miss Kingsley' 
Harry. Make 


remark'd 


Charley broke Into a broad amlle. 

Bully!" he exclaimed. "Make your m ‘* b ' Ch * rl * y 

estate liable. Hay# to pay. Walt!" Ha * rlnn<fd ' Clw ,h * 
rummaged In an Inner pocket. "Here's "Hey?" Mr. Teeter* was punled. 
a note. Luck! And hare’s my pan. Make "They overacted." explained Charley. 
It on demand. One hundred and fifty "That last little scene at the Spendltt. 
thousand. Headricks pays you, and you Played It Just a shade too fine." 
pay me. Simple! What?" Mr. Ball. In the midst of Igniting a 

"Simple as sitting down on nothing." d * rk and corpulent cigar, paused, 
was Mr. Teeters' Interjected comment 'Ho! I eee!" he observed. "Got a peek 








